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GREAT    NORTH-WEST, 

THESE  LINES,  WRITTEN  AS  A  PASTIME, 

BUT    NONE    THE    LESS    THE    GIFT    OF    MY    HEART, 

ARE  AFFECTIONATELY  DEDICATED 

BY 

THE  AUTHOR. 


PREFACE. 


I  ASSUME  the  same  responsibility  for  the  contents  of  tliis 
book,  as  the  boy  who  whistled  in  school,  and  excused  the 
impropriety  by  saying,  "It  whistled  itself."  I  liave  been 
gravely  informed  that  afterward  that  boy  was  taken  in 
hand,  and  straightened  up.     So  with  these  poems. 

Poetical  composition  is  the  most  fascinating  recreation 
I  know  ;  but  no  large  portion  of  my  life  has  been  devoted 
to  recreations  of  any  kind.  However,  after  these  lines  had 
forced  themselves  into  a  welcome  existence,  they  were 
taken  in  hand,  and  received  what  labour  their  author  was 
capal)le  of,  to  give  them  a  finish  so  artistic  as  hoped  to 
please  the  readers'  taste. 

Though  written  in  the  first  person,  the  longest  piece  is 
no  more  autobiographical  than  a  work  of  sympathy  and 
imagination  must  necessarily  be. 

The  last  in  the  book  took  form  some  years  ago,  as  a 
burlesque  on  the  invincibility  of  ignorance  and  of  precon- 
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ceive<l  opinion.     It  stole  no  time  from  useful  labour,  and 
tliorefore,  no  farther  apology  is  oft'ered  for  its  existence. 

T  hope  that  the  reader  will  find  here  some  thin^^s  which 
his  own  experien(;e  can  confirm  :  above  all,  1  hope  you 
will  like  this  small  book,  and,  if  so, 

I  am, 

Yours  affectionately, 

E.  A.  8. 


MONTRKAI.,  Mmi  1?,  IfiRS. 
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HOMEWARD. 


From  gorgeous  scenes,  where  nature  proudly  spreads 
Her  spangled  canopy  above  our  heads, 
Her  grandeur  far,  her  beauties  round  our  feet, 
And  wildest  forms  with  mingling  colors  meet, — 
From  all  the  ecstasy  of  ripened  art, 
The  gazer's  eye  will  turn  at  times  apart, 
His  soul  o'erflowed  with  deep  and  mastering  sense 
Of  constant,  unrelieved  magnificence  ! 
The  ear  of  richest  harmonies  would  tire. 
The  heart  consume  itself  in  rising  fire, 
When  rapture  burns,  or  griefs  with  furnace  heat. 
Unchecked  by  cooling  blasts,  their  waves  repeat. 
When  borne  on  swelling  tides  of  joy  or  pain. 
How  glad  we  welcome  lesser  depths  again  ! 
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As  deep  in  life  would  ceaseless  pleasure  wear 
As  strokes  of  flail,  or  fangs  of  sleepless  care ; 
Alike  from  stately  pompc  or  lowly  toil 
Released,  our  bending  natures  back  recoil. 
From  every  field — the  worst  not  more  than  best, — 
Where  hard  defeat  has  crushed,  or  fortune  blest ; 
And  down  from  highest  flight,  we  fainting  come, 
The  rest  to  seek  which  e'er  abides  at  home. 

Who  would  not  turn  from  clash  of  constant  strife. 
From  all  insatiate  greeds  that  grow  with  life, 
Whose  worldly  aim  our  finer  sense  betrays. 
And  nearer  nature  live  in  childlike  ways  ? 

Outborne  in  life,  as  o'er  a  stormy  sea, 
A  lifted  signal  backward  summoned  me ; 
Fatigued  with  work,  my  winds  were  longings  strong. 
For  rest  and  change,  that  swept  me  swift  along ; 

My  father's  house  enchained  my  steadfast  eye, 

The  star  of  promise  shining  in  my  sky. 

My  haven  reached,  where  life's  first  years  were  spent, 
And,  memory's  pages  backward  turned,  I  went 
Through  flying  scenes  of  other  days  once  more. 
The  curtain  raised  from  all  I  was  before, — 
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In  brook  and  tree  some  memory  was  stored, 
And  house  and  hill,  in  fluent  language  poured 
Their  treasured  tales,  and  pictured  forms  again, 
Myself  to  raise  before  myself,  as  when 
The  country's  own,  I  lived  a  guileless  boy, 
Whose  wildest  dream  of  all-sufficing  joy 
Ne'er  soared  beyond  his  narrow  world's  set  bounds. 
Nor  thought  of  fame  but  in  his  humble  rounds ! 


Beside  the  oft-deserted  rural  street. 
Along  the  sunny,  sloping  green,  where  meet 
The  thronging  tokens  of  the  buried  past, 
That  teemed  with  pleasures  all  too  glad  to  last, 
I  walked,  where  once,  through  length'ning  summer 

day, 
I  watched  the  travellers  passing  on  their  way, — 
The  farmer's  waggon,  freighted  down  with  grain. 
Slow-moved  by  heavy  beasts  in  laboring  pain, — 
The  lumbering  coach  that  daily  passed  along. 
And  wonder  woke  in  every  gazing  throng, — 
The  light  calash,  with  birdlike  speed  that  flew, 
And  in  its  wake  the  shouting  children  drew, — 
The  grand  barouche,  in  pomp  and  vain  display. 
With  bearded  men,  and  bright-robed  ladies  gay. 
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In  memory's  records  crowned  with  fame  the  day ! 
And  heedless  horsemen  galloped  past  in  pride, 
Nor  deigned  a  glance  on  footmen  at  their  side. 

With  Fancy's  eyes  again  I  them  pursue, 
Till  o'er  yon  hill  they  sink  beyond  my  view, 
As  when  in  gilded  day-dreams,  long  ago. 
Their  world  I  pictured  which  I  could  not  know. 
And  to  my  infant  thought  removed  so  far. 
They  might  have  been  the  natives  of  a  star  ! 

My  childish  thoughts,  revolving  in  my  brain. 
Impatient  pressed,  the  doors  to  ope,  in  vain, 
Of  that  great  world,  in  mystery  robed,  unknown. 
With  wonders  crowded,  how  unlike  my  own  ! 
Did  there  the  earth  feel  changes  I  had  seen. 
Leave  banks  of  flowers,  and  June's  luxuriant  green- 
Through  dreary  months  enfold  herself  in  snow. 
While  icy  bonds  restrained  the  river's  flow  ? 
Did  stately  trees,  wide-branching,  skyward  tend. 
With  grateful  shade  o'er  weary  toilers  bend. 
And  leaves  and  fruits  with  liberal  grace  bestow  1 
Did  sky  to  earth  its  blazing  marvels  show, 
And  wealth  of  glories  day  and  night  unfold. 
Display  its  gems  as  once  to  seers  of  old  1 


HOMEWARD. 

Did  passing  clouds  on  earth  their  substance  pour, 
And  maddened  waters  lash  the  girding  shore  1 
Where  field  and  flood  are  wed  in  gorgeous  scene 
Did  spacious  valleys  stretch  the  hills  between  ? 
Where  sunset  tints  in  various  shades  appear 
Did  forests  make  thr  arching  sky  seem  near  *? 
Were  thoughts  and  feelings  colored  here  as  there  1 
Did  forms  of  men  a  common  aspect  wear  ? 
Fell  there  a  heritage  of  guileless  truth — 
A  pledge  for  future  years — on  wayward  youth  ? 
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Impatient  zeal,  that  onward  spurs  a  child 
In  reckless  dash  at  truth,  conjectured  wild. 
And  strove  with  questions  deep,  in  useless  pain, 
The  yawning  gulf  to  pass — a  height  to  gain. 
Of  worldly  knowledge,  years  alone  can  reach, 
And,  lisping,  sought  what  none  but  sages  teach  : 
But  oft  repulsed,  I,  wearied,  watching  stood, 
Until  the  years — an  ever  flowing  flood, — 
In  sluggish  current  slowly  by  me  passed, 
And  broke  the  bonds  of  infancy  at  last. 
The  open  gates,  on  active  life  thrown  wide. 
From  boyish  projects  turned  my  thoughts  aside; 
To  higher  duties  called,  proclaimed  me  man. 
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And  ill  another  school  my  course  began, — 
To  read  that  greater  world's  mysterious  book, 
And  fathom  depths  where  once  I  might  not  look. 

In  cheerful  willingness  the  call  I  heard, 
Was  onward  led  as  by  some  guiding  word ; 
In  many  mines  of  toil  the  hidden  vein 
Was  sought  and  worked,  and  yielded  up  its  gain ; 
In  winding  paths,  that  oft  the  shaded  rill 
Of  pleasure  crossed,  and  up  the  rugged  hill 
I  toiled,  till  Fame,  her  banner  high  unfurled. 
Revealed  to  thought  the  ever-widening  world  ! 

And  while  I  plowed  and  sowed,  the  good  I  sought 
So  tilled  my  busy  hands,  so  tilled  my  thought, 
I  every  plaint  of  weariness  ;  uppressed, 
Nor  paused  the  busy  wheels  of  life  for  rest. 
But  earnest  sought  a  world  of  wider  bounds ; 
Like  as  the  bending  shrub,  in  circling  rounds, 
With  growing  age  to  towering  heights  will  climb. 
Nor  feels  decay  till  long  beyond  its  prime  : 
So  I  in  upward  striving  Iiigher  grew. 
While  grasping,  worldly  aims,  obscured  the  true — 
Seemed  lower  down  at  every  height  attained. 
And  only  poorer  felt  the  more  I  gained, — 
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And  mad  Ambition,  goading  onward  still, 
For  all  but  selfish  objects  lost  my  will ! 
For  this  the  common  lot  of  men  who  ]>end 
Their  strength  and  truth,  to  reach  no  higher  end 
Than  place  and  name  in  thoughts  of  those  who  pay 
At  golden  shrines  the  worship  of  a  day. 


I  both  of  human  joy  and  sorrow  learned, — 

That  virtue  weeping, — truth  by  malice  spurned,  — 

And  merit  slighted  where  pretence  is  crowned, — 

Lost  by  the  good,  a  prize  the  selfish  found, — 

The  goal  of  honor  bought  by  brilje  of  gold, 

A  bantering  conscience  in  the  market  sold, — 

Religion's  name  the  diadem  of  pride,— 

And  fashion  followed  as  a  faultless  guide, 

Are  all  deforming  marks  deep  wrought  in  life 

Of  men  who  crowd  the  earth  in  echoing  strife  : 

And  as,  when  loud  the  angel's  trumpet  call. 

Through  earth  and  heaven  resounds,  to  summon  all. 

From  bursting  graves  shall  rise  the  quickened  dead, 

So  shall  the  right  exalt  its  honored  head  ; 

And  all  its  forms,  ascending  with  their  Lord, 

Shall  sit  enthroned,  and  next  to  him  adored  ! 

So  shall  the  weak  arise  though  trampled  down, 
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Success  to  honest  failure  bears  a  crown, — 
Tlie  troubled  dreamer  wakes  to  glad  surprise, 
And  light  shall  o'er  the  night  of  sorrow  rise. 
Where  near  a  grave,  beneath  the  willows,  sits 
A  crushed  and  weeping  household,  o'er  them  flits 
A  liijfht  as  thrown  from  ancfel's  sun-lit  wini]:, 
Down  speeding,  hope  and  comfort  there  to  ])ring ; 
And  grief  remits  its  lien  on  breaking  hearts, — 
When  suns  of  promise  rise  the  cloud  departs, — 
The  darkened  path  at  last  leads  from  the  wood — 
Joy  like  the  morning  bursts  on  all  the  good ! 


While  thus  the  truth  unveiled  my  world  of  dreams. 
And  nearer  lirought  what  far  from  childliood  seems. 
In  long  succession,  constant  crowding  cares 
Had  o'er  me  cast  their  deeply  woven  snares, 
And  closed  my  eyes  to  marks  that  age  betrayed ; 
While  flying  years  no  conscious  record  made  : 
As  light  the  thought  of  pains  when  heir  is  born, — 
As  dancing  maid  forgets  approaching  morn, — 
As  one  who  toils,  nor  feels  his  waste  of  strength, 
Upborne  by  hope,  no  more  the  lingering  length, 
And  heavy  tread  of  anxious  years  is  known, 
To  thought  and  sense  with  pleasure  overgrown. 
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When  smiling  fortune  lends  her  constant  aid 
To  one  who  seems  for  fame  hy  nature  made, 
Who,  armed  in  panoply  of  strength,  pursues 
What  paths  of  enterprise  his  needs  may  choose,— 
And  rakes  his  gold  from  sands  in  every  stream, 
With  larger  hand  than  promised  hopes  extreme? ; 
Whose  heart  remains  an  open  treasure  store, 
And  gladly  shares  with  need,  nor  wants  for  more  ; 
Whom  fond  affections  added  bliss  has  crowned 
With  sweet  content ;  and  household  joys  surround  ; 
Who  bends  his  strength,  inflamed  by  knowing  zeal, 
To  seek  with  high  and  low,  the  pul)lic  weal,  "^ 
And  burdens  bears  of  church  and  rising  state; 
Who  girds  upon  his  arm  a  growing  weight 
Of  power,  and  round  him,  like  an  atmospliere, 
A  swelling  tide  of  influence,  kind,  severe, 
In  spreading  circles  flows ;  and  into  laws 
Combine  his  words,  in  every  righteous  cause  ; 
Who  stands  in  rank  with  kings  uncrowned,  who 
think, — 

What  cup  of  pleasure  deeper  may  he  drink. 
Or  purer  rapture  draw  from  earthly  springs  1 
High  raised  in  thought  above  all  trivial  things, 
Uncounted  o'er  him  pass  the  fleeting  years,--  ' 
A  wheeling  cycle  but  a  day  appears  ! 
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Tliouf,'h  If'ss  tho  lioiiorod  stamp  of  my  degree, 
And  humhler,  Nature's  kind  designs  for  me, 
And  lower  heights  my  shining  triumphs  scaled, 
And  more  the  hopc^ful  ventures  tried  that  failed  ; 
No  less  I  lost  the  register  of  time, 
My  mind  inflamed  hy  soaring  dreams  sublime  ; 
And  hent  in  yoke  of  overriding  cares 
That  passive  drove  me  far  as  wisdom  dares. 
Like  one  who  seeks  for  gems  in  many  lands. 
And  flies  obedient  where  a  chance  commands. 
The  home  of  childhood's  mirth,  so  long  unseen, 
As  song  unsung,  must  have  forgotten  been ; 
Jiut  came  a  timely  holiday  that  oped 
The  floor  of  pleasure  wider  than  I  hoped — 
A  pass,  that  frowning  mountains  lay  between — 
'Mid  jiriuted  folios  a  pictured  scene — 
A  bar  across  my  path — a  wayside  stone — 
Where  wearied  sits  the  traveller,  alone — 
A  V>eckoning  hand,  that  checked  my  onward  pace — 
A  voice  that  warned  aloud,  my  way  retrace  : 
And,  more  than  all,  a  rising  impulse  strong. 
Like  rush  of  tidal  waters  swept  along. 
High  lifting  on  their  crest  my  flying  bark. 
With  steadfast  movement,  guided  toward  my  mark  ; 
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My  strangely-veering  course  returniiig  o'er, 

And  homeward  bound,  witli  quiet  days  in  store 

Of  burdens  eased — with  rest  for  weary  feet, 
And  forms  beloved,  mid  fading  scenes  to  greet. 

But,  time  and  change  !  O  sleepless,  ruthless  pair  ! 
Where'er  men  flee,  they  trace  your  footsteps  there ; 
Your  hands  are  spread  o'er  nature's  smiling  fac<   ! 
Your  rugged  touch  appals  our  trembling  race  ! 
In  birth  of  fruit  all  bloom  and  fragrance  die  ! 
While  summer  breathes,  the  winter's  hosts  are  iii<di  ! 
As  hoary  wisdom  comes  to  regal  sway. 
Youth's  grace  and  beauty  yield  in  swift  decay  ! 
And  leaves  and  fields  are  voiceful  with  the  truth, 
Age  builds  its  glory  on  decay  of  youth  ; 
Then  age  itself  declines — life,  but  a  span, — 
A  streamlet  to  the  grave  it  ever  ran  ! 

From  scenes  endeared  in  youth,  from  home  and 
friends, 
From  crime-avenging  law,  that  claims  amends, 
The  lonely  exile  wanders ;  every  land 
On  earth  surveys ;  feels  in  his  heart  the  brand 
Of  Cain ;  his  ear,  at  home  with  every  tongue ; 
Their  habits  read  all  human  tribes  am  one: ; 
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When  earth,  grown  old,  has  wearied  every  change 
Nor  longer  oj)ens  new  and  wider  range  ; 
Wlien,  near  the  close  of  day,  life  faintly  burns. 
With  new  resolve  his  quickening  step  returns, 
And,  like  a  captive  late  released  from  chains, 
His  stiffened  limbs  forget  accustomed  pains, 
As  near  he  comes,  and  Hope's  reviving  lire 
Lights  on  his  heart  tlie  Hame  of  new  desire. 
In  haste  he  seeks  each  once  familiar  spot, 
The  threshold  of  his  sire,  the  laborer's  cot ; 
Surprised,  he  laughs  at  memory's  quick  replies, 
Like  light  returned  to  dim  and  fading  eyes  ; 
But  weeps  and  trembles,  lest  the  opening  door 
Reveal  that  nought  remains  but  memory's  store  ; 
That  tlight  of  time,  nor  life,  nor  beauty  saves. 
But  gives  instead,  a  lengthening  line  of  graves  ! 


Thus,  like  a  freedman  casting  off  his  chain, 
I  broke  the  charm  of  all  enslaving  gain. 
And  homeward  turned,  in  expectation  blind. 
Like  pictured  lines,  on  memory  traced,  to  find 
l'h(  forms  of  men,  and  each  familiar  scene, 
Tiiough  half  the  years  of  life  were  heaped  Ixitwc^en 
The  world  my  n^collection  loved  and  sought, 
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And  new  usurping  forms  together  brouglit. 
The  touch  of  many  toiling  years  had  made 
My  inner  world  all  new,  while  constant  stayed 
In  thought  the  outer  world  of  all  my  past, 
As  when  receding  steps  beheld  it  last. 

But  fact  in  wide  divergence,  leads  away 
From  aimless  paths,  where  dreamers  fondly  stray. 
Truth,  come  to  birth,  waits  not  upon  our  mood — 
Our  growing  pains  are  messengers  of  good — 
While  forward  points,  with  flaming  sceptre,  mind, 
The  idler  drags  in  grumbling  wake  behind. 
Who  daily  build  anew,  do  truly  live — 
When  new  conditions  rise,  old  forms  must  give — 
Great  Nature  falls  on  them  who  her  al)use  ; 
Her  law  o'erlooked,  refining  pain  ensues  ; 
She  chains  in  laws  all  who  her  laws  neglect — 
Why,  ever  reading  change,  should  I  expect 
My  memory's  little  world  unaltered  still. 
And  waiting  my  return,  whene'er  I  will  1 
'Tis  just  upon  m}^  soul  a  shock  sliould  fall — 
That,  claiming  all  things,  I  sliould  lose  them  all 

And  just,  that  they  who  run  tlirough  all  their  days. 
The  measure  keep  which  spanned  their  little  ways, 
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From  idol  patterns  formed,  in  trusting  youth, 

Their  only  standard  of  eternal  truth — 

A  mould,  in  which  to  shape  the  dawning  age — 

A  thief  of  privilege,  that  dares  engage 

All  coming  time,  all  step  of  regal  thought. 

To  wear  enslaving  bonds  their  hands  have  wrought ; 

A  gauge,  by  which  to  test  their  brother  man, 

By  force  to  end  his  growth  where  theirs  began  ; 

A  judgment  day,  in  name  of  God  to  try 

All  who  their  throne  disturb  by  asking,  "  why  ?" 

A  sentence  dark,  consigning  him  to  hell, 

Who  by  a  line  departs,  though  meaning  well, 

From  what  their  nature,  and  their  wishes  mark, 

For  them,  for  all,  the  path  that's  safe — their  Ark. 


'Tis  just,  that  such — outraging  nature's  laws, — 
Should  suffer  shame  of  failure  in  their  cause  ; — 
Outraging  laws  of  truth,  of  God,  and  mind. 
Should  fail  the  benison  of  peace  to  find  ; 
Their  powers  of  mind,  with  irons  cramped,  in  pain 
Should  seek  a  deeper,  wider  grasp  in  vain, 
And,  setting  l)ounds  that  God  has  never  set. 
By  false  interpretations,  should  beget 
A  bigot's  mind,  unjust,  and  censuring  all, 
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Which,  robbed  of  other  prey,  on  them  shall  fall, — 
Themselves  misjudged,  condemned,  betrayed,  undone, 
Shall  rage  like  savage  beasts,  their  hell  begun  ! 
For  such  God's  holy  law — in  written  word — 
In  nature  writ — that  they  who  willing  gird 
Themselves  in  sin,  as  in  a  mantle  warm. 
In  guilty  ignorance  their  souls  deform. 
Shall  find  in  chosen  sin  their  direst  curse, 
A  heavier  load  than  all  the  universe  ! 

If  less  my  weight  of  growing  bitterness, 
'Twas  only  that  my  thoughtless  fault  was  less, — 
In  field  of  smaller  scope  I  idle  stood — 
I  grew  not  where  my  growth  had  been  less  good. 
And  played  the  sightless  bigot's  changeless  role. 
In  trifling  things,  not  those  that  touch  the  soul : 
On  every  hand  I  turned  expectant  eyes, 
But  shrunk,  my  rights  annulled,  in  pained  surprise. 
The  well  remembered  world  I  sought  was  gone, 
Its  bounds  I  traced,  but  stood  within  alone : 
Like  sacred  temples,  by  some  Vandal  l)and 
Profaned  and  burned,  their  treasures  o'er  the  land 
Dispersed,  my  cherished  shrines  had  hardly  fared, 
Nor  e'en  my  precious  relics  kindly  spared. 
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Their  disappointed  worshipper  to  cheer, 
And  make  his  sense  of  loss  the  less  severe. 


Some  lonely  monuments,  forever  sure. 
In  every  place  and  age,  like  God  endure, 
And  smile  at  change,  and  lift  their  heads  sublime, 
Strange  messengers  from  soundless  depths  of  time  : 
Like  isles,  on  rocks  })eneath  the  sea,  that  rest, 
Nor  storms  nor  waves  their  placid  mien  molest. 
With  voiceless  eloquence  they  changeless  stay, 
When  all  on  lighter  base  are  swept  away  : 
So  shine  the  stars,  as  ages  since,  the  same. 
So  rivers  run,  and  bear  unchanged  their  name, 
And  winter  shakes  her  fleecy  locks,  and  flees 
Before  the  spring's  relaxing,  balmy  breeze. 
And  night  and  day  with  speed  unwearied  fly, 
And  mountains  lift  their  dark'ning  forms  on  high. 
And  lowering  storms  obscure  the  wintry  skies, 
And  o'er  the  land  the  healing  sunshine  lies  : 
But  contrast  deeper  marks  unchanging  law, — 
Eternal  monuments  inspiring  awe, 
That  stand  'mid  objects  made  to  live  a  day, 
And  which,  like  shadows,  come  to  pass  away, 
Can  only  smite  the  soul  with  deeper  sense 
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Of  hopeless  emptiness  and  indigence,— 

Of  all  its  name,  and  state,  and  wealth  of  gains, 

Save  truth  and  virtue,  little  else  remains. 

Of  all  it  loved,  not  one  who  breathed  and  thought, 

But  nature's  law  to  dust  in  turn  has  brought ; 

The  outward  forms  of  things  impressed  anew. 

Soon  learn  by  change  to  disappoint  your  view ; 

The  old  gives  place,  a  newer  world  succeeds,— 

Demands  of  taste  must  second  rank  with  needs,— 

Man's  ploughshare  onward  cuts  the  yielding  sod. 

And  progress  rules  him  like  a  worshipped  God  ! 

Such  truths  as  these  I  sadly  learned  in  age, 
When,  clearly  traced,  I  read  on  memory's  page 
What  outward  shapes  my  childhood's  eyes  had  seen- 
How  much  renewed  the  flying  years  between. 

Yon  wood,  like  stately  sentinels,  around, 
In  crescent  form,  embraced  a  gentle  mound. 
And  here  the  length'ning  shades  of  closing  day 
With  cooling  touch,  and  darkening  aspect  lay. 
Here  crowding  cattle  sought  their  grateful  rest. 
And  here,  as  from  a  kind,  maternal  breast. 
From  earth's  deep  fount,  with  purest  water  stored, 
A  living  spring  in  sparkling  streamlet  poured  ; 
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And  borne  in  pipes  my  hands,  in  active  toil 
Of  many  days,  had  laid  beneath  the  soil, 
Across  the  field,  and  sloping  down  tho  hill, 
From  upright  stock  it  flowed  a  trough  to  fill ; 
And  here  to  quench  their  thirst  in  summer  days 
Came  lowing  herds  from  many  partirg  ways. 
With  boyish  eagerness  and  haste  I  came. 
And  hoped  my  cherished  spring  to  find  the  same ; 
But  nearer  drawn,  with  feelings  sorely  tried. 
That  mound  I  saw,  her  bosom  gaping  wide  ; 
And  through  the  yawning  trench,  on  iron  road, 
An  evergrowing  stream  of  commerce  flowed. 
On  ponderous  trains,  with  screaming  horse  before. 
That  loud  the  echoes  voke  with  deafening  roar. 
The  spring  was  drained — its  sources  opened — dry. 
Nor  cistern  left  to  hold  its  full  supply : 
Deprived  of  rest,  and  frightened  in  their  lair, 
Unwatered  herds  remained  no  longer  there  : 
The  silent  shade,  with  circling  woods  were  gone, 
Nor  forest  monarch  ruled  from  sylvan  throne  ! 


And  yonder  stands  a  group  of  beauteous  trees. 
With  seats  arranged  between,  whose  tempting  ease. 
In  grateful  shade,  almost  compelled  to  yield 
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The  dusty  labourer  who  trudged  afield. 

Here  boys  with  pocket-knives  had  left  their  mark, 

In  lines  that  deeply  scarred  the  tender  bark, — 

Here  friendship  wrote  its  record  in  a  name, 

And  love,  in  striking  symbols,  told  its  flame ; 

Here  dates  of  birth  were  cut,  and  age,  and  height. 

And  pictures  false  to  life,— strange  shapes,  to  fright 

The  youthful  artist,  bubl)ling  o'er  with  glee, 

If  e'er  again  he  chanced  his  work  to  see  ! 

Here  triumphs  wrote  their  mark,  and  here  defeat, 

Here  proof  of  pledges  made,  and  times  to  meet, 

For  noble  deeds,  or  scapegrace  plans,  w^ere  read  ; 

Or  how  some  boyish  enterprise  had  sped : 

The  youthful  history  of  half  an  age 

In  varying  signs,  o'er  ran  this  circling  page. 

My  past  was  here  embalmed:    the  years  have 
flown, — 
These  precious  mysteries  are  overgrown : 
Alas  !  that  with  them  now  are  gone  the  hands 
Whose  cunning  graved  these  treasure-laden  bands ; 
Tlie  new  and  rising  tide  of  life  commands 
Its  way  o'er  graves  of  all  who  went  before ; 
And  feeds  its  strength  on  much  that  men  deplore. 
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T  mourn  these  deep-cut  names  of  buried  friends — 
The  larger  tree  with  deeper  shade  amends 
My  grief.     Men  gauge  the  wants  of  every  age, 
By  petty  projects  which  themselves  engage  ; 
The  new-born  multitudes  crowd  o'er  their  cfraves, 
As  on  the  shore  the  ocean  heaps  its  waves. 
What  they  attained  a  nobler  issue  l)ringSj 
Men  o'er  them  climb  to  reach  to  better  thinijs. 
The  buried  ages  of  the  hoary  past, 
Whose  thrones  and  thoughts  men  dreamed  were 

formed  to  last 
For  aye,  are  but  a  rich  and  fruitful  soil 
Whose  growths,  in  turn,  will  coming  time  despoil. 

With  pained  and  disappointed  heart  I  turned, 
My  way  retraced,  and  other  wrongs  discerned  ; 
The  old-time  pasture  and  the  barren  plain 
Had  changed  to  teeming  fields  of  waving  grain. 

And  manhood's  eye  itself  a  change  conveys 
To  scenes  last  viewed  in  happy  childhood's  days. 

All  outward  things  are  colored  by  our  mind, — 
Forgiving  love  will  make  a  foe  seem  kind, 
And  helpful  grace  to  every  fault  is  blind. 
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A  point  of  difficulty  aided  o'er, 

Less  hateful  grows  the  man  you  shunned  Ijefore, — 

Who  pours  out  mercies  learns  to  love  the  poor, — 

The  wallowing  coarseness  of  a  native  boor 

Appears  not  quite  so  rude  with  kindness  shown  ; 

The  man  who  loves,  makes  all  mankind  his  own  ! 

One  Berkley  taught,  no  outward  world  exists, 

But  all  within.     We  rise  above  his  mists  ; 

But  still  our  world  takes  fashion  from  our  thought. 

To  all  we  view  is  some  addition  brought. 

From  temper,  prejudice,  or  vain  desire. 

And  what  we  will  we  censure  or  admire  : 

Hence  multitudes  applaud  by  leaders  taught ; 

And  few  commend  but  only  where  they  ought, — 

Hence  innocence  is  judged  and  suffers  wrong, 

By  those  who  headlong  rush  with  senseless  throng  ! 

To  child  ungrown  all  trifling  things  seem  great, 
With  riper  knowledge  swelling  words  abate, — 
To  views  enlarged  all  measurements  contract, — 
The  eye  of  age  than  youth  is  more  exact. 
With  ripened  strength — with  rapid  contrast  sees. 
And,  near  the  pole,  it  shortens  its  degrees. 
Hence  less  by  much  I  found  the  dreaded  length, 
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Of  distanco  far  that  overdrew  my  strength, 
On  street  and  farm,  wlien  weary  feet  from  play, 
With  errands  charged,  o'er  ran  the  unchanged  way  : 
As  with  the  past  compared  a  step  it  seemed. 
Like  as  the  truth  when  one  awakes  who  dreamed. 

And  yonder  hill  once  set  my  world  its  bound  ; 
It  towered  o'er  the  varied  landscape  round 
To  height  majestic,  like  a  kingly  form, 
And  seemed  to  kiss  the  cloud,  and  court  the  storm  ; 
But  half  its  greatness  strangely  disappears, 
My  thought  its  measure  in  my  riper  years  ! 
Its  h«nght  so  great,  its  darkening  form  that  frowned 
Seem  humbler  now,  and  like  a  king  uncrowned  ! 

Where'er  I  turned  the  hand  of  change  was  laid. 
Its  wasteful  power  in  vivid  lines  betrayed  : 
And  first  a  deepening  sadness  o'er  me  grew, 
That  all  my  outer  world  seemed  fashioned  new ; 
But  lightly  passed  this  sense  of  rising  pain, — 
As  shadow  flying  quickly  o'er  the  plain. 
While  mighty,  earthquake  throes  are  felt  below. 
And  mountains  tremble  as  before  a  foe. 
When  slow  my  heart  to  sadder  truths  awoke. 
Its  deep  affections  felt  my  heaviest  stroke. 
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For  what  are  forms  of  outward  things  renewed 

To  loss  of  friends  beloved,  by  death  pursued  ? 

A  stranger  held  the  lordship  o'er  the  soil, 

To  me  endeared  by  honest  father's  toil ; 

In  church  and  school,  and  home,  alas  !  the  change  ! 

The  faces  met,  the  hands  I  grasped,  were  strange. 

The  teacher  now,  a  name  I  never  knew  ; 

In  names  alone,  his  healthy,  boisterous  crew. 

My  former  playmates  rise  to  manly  deeds. 

The  toiling  son  departed  sire  succeeds  : 

Where  memory  looked  for  babes,  surprised  I  see 

Great  bearded  men  with  children  on  their  knee  ! 

Their  thought  explores   their    past — perplexed   tliey 

own. 
Each  trace  I  left  behind  is  overgrow^n. 
No  added  wealth  my  being  brings  their  hearts. 
They,  poor  as  when  he  came,  their  guest  departs  ! 
And  more  in  aspect  new,  and  new^  in  name, 
In  arts  of  peace  there  late  invading  came. 
To  till  the  lands  and  fill  the  homes  of  yore, 
Where  former  masters  now  return  no  more  ! 

No  more  !  O  saddening  words  that  shut  like  fate 

o 

The  door  of  hope,  and  sound  where  watchers  wait, 
C 
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Like  ^ratiiif^  bolts  that  ope  tlio  gates  of  death, 
And  grant  the  sutterer  rest  witli  latest  breath  : 
That  smite  the  wanderer,  but  late  returned. 
Who  scarce  believes  what  sense  at  once  discerned. 
And  se(;ks  in  words,  and  (juestions  with  his  eyes. 
To  read  what  silence  evermore  implies  ! 

In  tlioughtful  mood,  as  filial  duty  ought, 
The  churcli  that  onc(!  my  father  loved  I  sought. 
To  find  it  closed,  forsaken  now,  and  still  ; 
And  near,  the  grassy  slopes  of  yonder  hill 
Are  shimmering  yet,  and  smiling  in  the  sun  ; 
And  home  its  bosom  welcomes  one  by  one, 
KsLch  weary  toiler  when  his  task  is  done ; 
Where'er  betimes  men  may  in  life  appear, 
Some  road  at  last  is  sure  to  lead  them  here  ! 
The  winding  hill-side  path  that  upward  tends, 
To  where  each  earthly  pilgrim's  journey  ends, 
Is  now  more  plainly  marked,  more  deeply  worn. 
By  tenants  oft  in  sad  procession  borne  ; 
Where  slept  the  country's  patriarch  alone 
Are  length'ning  rows  of  monumental  stone. 

Alone  and  slow  I  walk  the  narrow  streets. 
And  like  the  traveller  late  at  nii^ht  who  jrreets 
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The  shapes  of  men  tlie  glowering  darkiK^ss  takes, 
Ho  I  the  spirit  forms  whom  memory  wakes, 
Unseen  and  missed  abroad,  hert;  sadly  m(!et, 
Arid  find  my  lost  ones  in  their  last  n^treat. 
Them  once  amid  the  hurrying  crowds  I  knew, 
My  soul  to  theirs  in  fond  atiection  grew  ; 
I  Jut  now,  with  throbbing  heart,  I  ask  in  vain, 
To  hear  their  voice,  to  feel  their  touch  again  ; 
Slowly  they  moved  along  the  narrowing  road. 
And  reached  the  silent  city's  gates,  their  load 
Laid  down  in  joyous  hope  of  endless  rest, 
By  Him  they  owned  on  earth,  in  heaven  confessed. 


And  towards  tlie  north,  the  corner  most  removed 
My  father's  habitation  !  yet  l)eloved 
The  flesh  that  slumbers,  mindinc:  with  the  dust. 
The  chastened  spirit  throned  among  the  just  ! 
0  sainted  sire  !  what  stirring  memories  thrill 
My  bursting  heart !     How  measureless  the  ill 
From  which  thy  counsel  wise,  and  pattern  true 
Have  snved  thy  child  !     From   soundless  depths  who 

drew, 
Of  love  and  patience,  all  thy  goodly  store 
Of  discipline,  and  uncomplaining  bore 
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My  errors,  falls,  and  all  unsteady  ways ! 

My  filial  tribii^/j  here  1  proudly  raise, 

With  rising  rapture  dwell  upon  thy  worth 

And  virtues  praise  that  ornament  the  earth  ! 

In  thee  what  varied  traits  of  manhood  met  ! 

Like  many-coloured  gems  together  set  ! 

A  ready  sympathy  o'erflowed  thy  heart, 

An  openness  untaught  by  tricks  of  art. 

While  nature's  tender  whispers  clearly  heard, 

En  fading  leaf,  and  voice  of  singing  bird. 

Inclined  thee  more  to  kind  and  gentle  deeds, 

Like  one  who  much  the  sacred  promise  reads. 

The  weary  sought  thee  when  their  force  was  spent, 

And  truth  and  justice  led  thy  high  intent. 

The  ends  of  life  with  thee  were  never  sought 

In  hidden  paths.     In  sight  of  men  were  wrought 

Thy  works  :  not  of  the  night,  l)ut  like  the  day, 

And  in  the  open  gate,  and  broad  highway. 

Thy  nature  roused,  was  like  a  giant  strong. 

And  firm  arrayed  against  the  forms  of  wrong. 

'Gainst  thee,  as  dash  against  the  granite  shore 

The  foaming  waves  that  break  with  mad'ning  roar. 

Broke  waves  of  evil  scattering  at  thy  feet. 

And  tied  dismayed,  thy  searching  eye  to  meet. 
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If  humble  merit  anywhere  is  found, — 

If  true  nobility  of  soul  is  crowned, — 

Aiid  honest  purpose  wins  a  good  degree, 

What  king  on  throne  is  honored  more  than  thee  ? 

And  rising  yet  in  grandeur  over  all. 

Like  mountain  peaks  where  snows  remain  that  fall, 

Thy  head  with  silver  crowned,  at  threescore  years 

A  badge  of  glory  yet  to  me  appears  ! 

'Twas  long  ago,  here  led  by  thee,  mine  eye 
First  saw  this  spot,  where  thou  dost  slumbering  lie  : 
Then  one  green  mound  was  all ;  love  l)leeding  wept, 
Where  yet  alone  the  household  mother  slept. 
Her  tender  children  growing  on  her  care, 
Life's  sun  of  promise  shone  in  prospect  fair ; 
Her  opening  dreams  of  ])liss  \v ere  ended  soon, — 
It  set  before  her  day  had  reached  its  noon  : 
Ere  yet  her  boy  could  know  her  love  his  own, 
Her  spotless  spirit  dwelt  around  the  throne  ! 
But  while  she  lived  she  Hvnt  before  h(3r  there, 
For  every  child  a  heritage  of  prayer  ! 


A  weary  man,  again  I  find  me  here, 
Her  restnig-place  behold,  and  thine  is  near  ; 
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Nor  thine  alone  ;  l)ut  other  mansions  dark, 

A  long  extended  row  I  sadly      mark, — 

The  homes,  where  dwell  my  kindred  with  the  dead,- 

And  weeping  there  I  bow  my  naked  head. 

Here  sweetly  sleep  my  sisters  true  and  fair  ! 
The  first  to  fall,  with  maiden  virtues  rare, 
By  nature's  gift  endowed  ;  beyond  her  age, 
With  ripening  thought,  had  read  the  stori(xl  page  ; 
And  while  refining  arts  adorned  her  mind, 
With  woman's  tenderness  was  more  than  kind. 
As  quickly  flees  the  westward  falling  shade. 
As  early  sunmier  flowers  wilt  and  fade. 
While  life  in  balmy  morning  seems  the  best, 
Her  gentle  spirit  sank  away  to  rest. 


The  next  a  riper  nature  brave  and  good, 
The  strength  and  gentleness  of  womanhood. 
Her  husband's  help,  and  counsellor,  and  pride, 
Her  children's  confidante,  and  shield,  and  guide. 
By  swift  discernment,  armed  with  light  from  prayer, 
She,  girt  al)0ut  with  truth,  revealed  each  snare ; 
And  traced  her  upward  path's  unwearied  length. 
And  fought  her  fight  of  faith  with  growing  stn^ngth. 
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What  affluent  stores  of  love  her  heart  bestowed  ! 

What  atmosphere  of  goodness  round  her  flowed  ! 

While  mercy's  gentleness  her  soul  reflned ; 

And  steady  sense  of  justice  ruled  her  mind ; 

And  affectation's  empty,  loud  pretence, 

With  feeling  spurned,  and  ripened  common  sense  ; 

But  found,  with  instinct  sure,  the  crucified. 

When,  robed  in  rags,  him  baser  hearts  denied  : 

But,  strength  and  wisdom  overborne  by  pain. 

She  passed  through  tears  her  crown  of  life  to  gain. 

Whii :    uiferings  sharp  her  homeward  course  delayed, 

in  patient  readiness,  like  one  arrayed 

In  bridal  robes,  she  waited  for  her  Lord, 

And  gladly  heard  at  last  His  welcome  word  : 

And  idlers,  standing  in  the  market-place, 

Beheld  her  pained,  but  joyous,  radiant  face  ; 

And  heard  her  evidence  of  things  unseen. 

And  learned  the  path  to  walk  where  she  had  been. 

The  last,  a  sliadow,  all  her  life  repressed 
By  sickmsfaj  gi'^-^^^J  sank  away  to  rest. 


Nor  can  my  words,  unmoved  l)y  feeling,  tell 
How  bravely,  grandly,  one  strong  brother  fell  ! 
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Him  nature  gave  a  kingly  air  and  form, 
A  mind  of  power,  a  heart  impulsive,  warm, 
A  flaming  hope  to  light  his  steadfast  aim; 
And  worldly  blessings,  envied,  round  him  came. 
A  home  so  sweet,  and  years  to  come  so  fair 
With  promise,  every  prospect  beaming,  rare ; 
What  toil-worn  man,  but  lot  for  lot  would  change 
With  him !      How  bleeding  sad,  and  dark,  and 

strange. 
That,  scattering  all  his  affluent  ?         of  power, 
A  crushing  blow  should  fall  in  ont    ;hort  hour  ! 
Then  lingering  years  of  slow-consuming  pain, 
Of  patience,  hope,  despair,  and  hope  again  ! 
0  faith  that  burns  eternally  renewed. 
While  mortal  bodies  fail — their  strength  subdued  ! 
O  light  from  heaven  that  shines  along  the  road, 
As  fainting  men  yearn  upward  with  their  load  ; 
O  bliss  !    O  crown  that  ends  the  pilgrim's  strife  ! 
The  weary  rest,  and  death  is  endless  life  ! 


So  rest  ye  blest  !  nor  grudge  my  falling  tear. 
That  soothes  the  mourner  in  his  anguish  here  ! 
Deep  falls  the  shade  of  sadness  o'er  my  brow  ; 
And,  like  an  ancient  oak,  with  fading  bough, 
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Which,  past  its  prime,  in  stately  strength  and  pride, 

Has  seen  the  widening  space  on  every  side, 

In  mournful  loneliness  awaits  a  storm. 

To  prostrate  hurl  with  winds  its  towering  form  : 

So  waits  the  man  whom  snows  of  age  have  crowned, 

When  early  comrades  fall  his  side  around  ; 

So  now  in  silent  loneliness  appears 

Each  favoured  haunt  of  all  my  vanished  years. 

I  sit  within  the  house — it  seems  so  still— 

No  ringing  voices  now  its  chambers  fill ; 

My  footfall  echoes  hollow  on  the  stair ; 

No  trembling  step  draws  near  my  parent's  cliair  ; 

No  books  I  read,  nor  music,  charm  me  here 

I  look  to  see  some  favoured  form  appear 

I  watch  and  wait  in  vain.     I  walk  the  fields- 
No  chosen  pastime  now  a  pleasure  yields ; 
I  pluck  the  juicy  fruit  from  bendiuL^  bouirh  — 
Its  tempting  freshness  seems  departed  now. 
The  grassy  lawn  invites,  so  soft  and  green- 
Up  start  a  myriad  thoughts  of  what  has  been. 
How  sad  the  stages  yet  of  life  to  run  ! 
What  wealth  of  gathered  gain,  what  i)rize  when  won, 
Can  satisfy  the  heart  1    What  high  degree  ? 
What  prospect  cheer,  when  they  no  longer  see, 
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Whose  mingled  joy  brought  life  to  pleasure  gained, 
Who  gone,  no  beauty  in  the  scene  remained  1 


My  heart  I  would  mistrust,  if,  standing  here, 
The  past  I  could  review  without  a  tear ; 
And  yet  I  know  that  love  can  never  die — 
Its  growth  on  earth,  its  fruitage  in  the  sky. 
Our  tears  of  grief  are  pearls  bestowed  by  love — 
The  gifts  before  the  bridal  day  above  ! 
The  promise  now  of  measureless  increase, 
The  pledge  of  future  unity  and  peace  ! 
What  though  we  mourn,  and  tears  in  sorrow  fall. 
Our  tear-dewed  graves  contfan  n  >t  here  our  all ; 
But  hope  her  golden  wings  expands,  and  flies  ; 
Our  love  pursues  to  treasures  in  the  skies ; 
Though,  like  the  leaves  of  autumn,  falling  fast. 
The  hand  of  death  from  love  had  torn  h(ir  last ; 
Yet,  left  in  silence — left,  but  not  alone — 
Sh'^    ounts  her  children  still  before  the  throne  ! 
And  while  she  weeps,  she  lingers  near  the  grave. 
In  blissful  faith  that  God  will  stoop  to  save 
The  precious  dust,  and  give  to  her  again, 
The  hand  she  clasped  when  bowed  in  goading 
pain, 
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The  lips  she  kissed,  the  rapture  burning  eye, 

The  lingering  glance  like  angel  flitting  by, 

The  voice  that  thrilled  her  quicker-beating  heart. 

And  touched  with  magic  charm,  her  clouds  to  part ! 

We  weep  on  earth  for  loss  of  present  good  : 
The  hungry  Imbe  that  cries  for  needed  food. 
Fears  not  to  die  :  nor  we  our  glorious  end  : 
The  purified,  who  robed  in  light  descend 
That  dreaded  way  alone,  no  terrors  know ; 
But  borne  in  triumph,  homeward,  shouting  iio  : 
They  feel  his  hand,  and  hear  their  leader's  call  ; 
About  their  path  no  chilling  shadows  fall. 
Their  night  behind,  and  facing  toward  the  sun. 
Their  sleepless  anguish  past,  their  day  begun. 

They  ask  no  more  the  gift  of  our  poor  tears : 
But  looking  towards  the  waiting,  dreary  years 
Which  soon  our  lonely  paths,  slow  narrowing,  (;nd, 
We  weep.     When  hearts  in  trust  and  feeling  blend, 
And  feed  what  haggard  wants  our  natures  know. 
They  break  when  smites  a  cruel  parting  blow  ; 
And  youth,  of  blest  companionship  bereft, 
Has  eye  nor  heart  for  any  pleasure  left ; 
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But  silent  broods,  and  nurses  lonely  pain, 

And  only  thinks  of  good  that  might  have  been, — 

Like  gains  that  flee  before  our  finger  tips — 

Half  spoken  words  that  die  between  the  lips, — 

Maternal  joys  that  never  come  to  birth — 

Plans  sent  from  God   destroyed  by  thoughtless 

mirth — 
Where  genius  burns,  but  under  bushel  shines — 
The  strength  that  fails  before  the  day  declines — 
Unripened  fruit  that  falls  upon  the  ground. 
Or  key  of  organ  pressed — no  answering  sound ! 
And  nature  mourns,  and  all  the  bleeding  earth. 
Its  present  loss — its  sense  of  perished  worth; 
When  long  by  buoyant  expectation  led. 
It  finds  its  child  of  happy  promise  dead  ; 
The  seed  of  good  which  through  the  ages  grows, 
And  spreads  abroad,  and  all  the  earth  o'erflows, 
By  heedless  step,  or  some  untimely  frost, 
Its  life  but  well-begun,  cut  down  and  lost. 
Earth  mourns  her  growing  loss  in  men  who  turn 
Aside  the  sacred  Spirits  plea,  and  grossly  spurn 
The  wooing  voice  that  tells  of  sins  forgiven — 
The  open  scroll  that  reads  the  way  to  heaven. 
She  mourns  that  men  the  <jifts  of  God  should  tread 
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Beneath  irreverent  feet :  that  havin^r  read 
The  message  sent  in  love — the  babn  for  guilt — 
The  once  redeeming  blood  for  sinners  spilt, 
His  precious  gift  will  hardened  men  despise. 
And  scorn  to  trust  his  offered  sacrifice ! 

So  mourns  each  human  heart  when  sorrows  ])end; 
And  weeps  for  good  that  finds  in  death  its  end, 
Or  fades  from  present  sense,  like  dying  sound  ; 
A  life  with  ardent  hopes,  with  thought  profound, 
With  purpose  high,  like  rock  from  out  the  sea 
That  rises,  full  of  promised  good  to  be. 
Its  upward  course  but  well  begun  is  broke, 
And  like  a  column  falls  in  lightning  stroke. 

With  easy  faith  we  feel  that  good  will  rise 
From  pain,  and  every  tear  that  dims  our  eyes, 
But  loss  that  hopeless,  dead,  and  eyeless  falls. 
Without  redemption's  shining  promise,  calls 
The  needy  earth  to  mourn,  our  eyes  to  weep. 
Like  years  we  pass,  the  sport  of  dreams,  in  sleep. 
We  weep  though  full  of  hope !    We  mourn  the  years 
Of  life  that  might  have  been  for  earth  :  our  fears 
Are  less  because  we  weep!     Affection  gives 
Our  spirits  proof  that  every  sleeper  lives  ! 
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All  doubt  hofcrc  our  treasured  love  must  Hee, 
It  kindles  faith  in  endless  good  to  be  : 
Thv,  tires  of  holy  love  burn  towards  the  sky, 
And  shine  on  forms  God  never  meant  to  die  ! 

While  long  so  near  my  cherished  dead  I  stood, 
And  past  and  future  blent  in  thoughtful  mood, 
Th(i  closing  day  its  timely  warning  brought ; 
And  backward,  where  my  nightly  rest  I  sought, 
I  turned  my  idle  steps  and  reached  the  gate. 
And  waited  there  alone  to  meditate  : 
And  westward  turning,  marked  the  settincj  sun — 
A  conquering  chief  whose  course  was  almost  done: 
In  cloth  of  gold  a  canopy  he  spread. 
Above  the  spot  where  lay  my  sainted  dead. 
As  if  from  thrones  and  diadems  on  high, 
Tluiir  glory  dropped  that  more  than  filled  the  sky! 
Tis  thus  the  day  of  life  with  saints  expires. 
With  i^rowiniij  liiiht  that  falls  from  heaven-lit  fires, 
'The  way  grows  bright,  and  more  and  more  it  shines, 
As  fades  the  light  of  earth,  and  strength  declines  ! 


Away  before  me  stretched  the  public  road. 
Where  petty  tides  of  village  commerce  flowed ; 
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As  o'er  the  beaten  patli  my  eye  I  cast, 

To  sight  deceived  it  seemed  to  narrow  fast ; 

And  at  the  churchyard  gate  appeared  to  end, 

As  if  to  point  the  way  my  thoughts  should  tend, 

Nor  sw^eep  of  artful  plans,  nor  aim  of  will, 

Should  reach  beyond  that  sacred  burial  hill ! 

There  mingling,  kindred  dust  an  emblem  finds. 

Of  nearer  union  for  immortal  minds ; 

There  loving  spirits  meet,  elsewhere  the  heart 

Is  rent,  by  rending  those  who  ]ove,  apart ! 

And  while  I  gazed  delusion  fled  my  brain, 
For  more  with  pleasure  than  with  rising  pain, 
I  marked  the  distance,  less  by  much  in  len^^th 
That  lay  between,  that  overtasked  my  strength. 
When  in  the  years  agone  I  measured  o'er. 
This  space  that  lay  my  scanning  eye  before  : 
As  when  o'er  darkened  waste  a  light  will  rise, 
I  read  the  striking  truth  with  willing  eyes ; 
And  linger  still,  unsaddened,  on  the  thou^rht 
That  flying  years  their  change  in  me  have  wroudit 
I  nearer  stand  where  soon  must  set  my  sun. 
With  constant  step  I  thitherward  have  run  : 
Advancing  age,  and  every  vacant  place. 
And  absent  form,  and  well  remembered  face, 
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And  friends  ^rown  old,  and  stops  that  fall  behind, 
And  trcm])ling  hand,  and  weariness  of  mind, 
Arous(!  my  heart  with  many  a  stirrin*,'  call 
That  speeds  me  toward  the  home  that  welcomes  all  ! 


What  sacred  seer,  with  holy  light  inspired, 
And  raptnre  burning,  as  on  Horeb  fired. 
On  man  shall  lay  his  thrice-anointed  hand. 
If  is  hoart  instruct,  his  wandering  feet  command, 
Through  deeps,  and  voids,  and  earth's  alluring  snares, 
And  (jrodward  raise  his  thoughts  when  hope  despairs  ? 
What  wide  expanding  light  shall  o'er  him  burn, 
And  lead  his  glad  illumined  eye  to  turn 
FVom  ills  of  earth  to  life  of  worlds  unseen  ; 
Shine  through  the  yawning  gulfs  that  lie  between. 
His  soul  exalt  above  the  cares  of  time. 
Already  native  to  the  heavenly  clime ; 
In  God  supreme,  omnipotently  strong, 
Armed  with  the  truth  'gainst  every  voice  of  wrong ; 
Home  mystery  taught,  almighty  to  assuage 
The  pangs  of  grief,  or  penalties  of  age  ? 


i 


From  earth's  deep  caves  no  messenger  appears ; 
No  cheering  voice  responds  from  distant  spheres ; 
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The  winds  that  boar  away  return  no  prayer, 
And  darkn(!ss  guards  no  n^fugc;  for  despair  ; 
The  mossy  grave  no  mourner's  heart  ean  lieal, 
Nor  stroke  of  death  can  living  love  repeal : 

I  »ut  lonely  sorrow  knows  of  one  relief 

-lO  tears  of  babes,  like  joys  of  age,  are  brief ; 
All  earthly  woes  are  written  in  the  sea. 
Our  fears  from  swift  pursuing  shadows  flee  ; 
At  every  sepulchre  an  angel  stands, 
And  heavenward  points  his  radiant,  guiding  hands ; 
Faith,  robed  in  streaming  sunlight,  answers  "wait," 
And  God,  with  explanation,  at  the  gate. 
The  pilgrim,  late  returning  home,  shall  meet, 
And  make  the  broken  parts  of  life  complete. 
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THE  STAGES  OF  SORROW. 
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I.    COMPLAINT. 

In  the  silonco  alono,  in  the  pitile..s  gloom, 

And  cold  in  the  numbness  of  pain, 
Disappointed  my  heart  hovers  near  to  the  toml^, 

And  asks  to  be  left  to  complain. 

All  the  comforting  words  that  affection  can  speak, 

All  the  promises  written  in  gold. 
To  the  fresh-bleeding  heart  are  but  stinted  and  weak  ; 

And  the  love  of  a  seraph  is  cold. 

There's  a  touch  of  the  iron  remaining  in  death, 
When  your  comforts  are  preached  to  the  end ; 

But  bring  back  the  dear  form,  reenkindle  the  breath, 
'Tis  a  breach  that  nought  else  can  amend. 

You  may  plant  on  your  graves  the  fresh  flowers  of 
spring ; 
'Tis  the  liest  you  can  give  to  your  dead  ; 
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But  they  fall  as  far  short  of  the  wealth  you  would 
bring, 
As  your  love  swells  beyond  all  you  said. 

Like  the  distance  that  sweeps  o'er  the  measureless 
sea, 

Is  the  depth  of  the  grave  at  your  feet ; 
And  so  far  is  removed  the  glad  meeting  to  be, 

That  it  seems  a  division  complete. 

And  no  answering  voice  to  your  call  will  return, 
Nor  a  sign  o'er  the  deep  be  unfurled  ; 

While  your  love,   turned  to  anguish,   continues   to 
burn. 
And  your  thought  is  estranged  from  the  world. 

There's  a  vial  of  sadness  that  poisons  so  deep, 
That  its  touch  will  embitter  the  heart ; 

And  all  of  the  tears  in  an  age  one  could  weep, 
Would  only  unseal  it  in  part. 

O  then  call  me  not  forth  to  your  festival  joys. 

Nor  ask  me  to  share  in  your  mirth ; 
For  the  light  of  your  pleasure  my  spirit  annoys, 

Though  the  cheer  be  the  gladdest  of  earth. 
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Nor  bid  me  to  rally  my  spirit  again, 
In  the  struggles  for  riches  and  fame  ; 

Nor  seek  to  renew,  'mid  the  conflicts  of  men, 
All  the  ardour  of  life's  early  flame. 

But  in  morbid  enslavememt  allow  me  alone 

To  nurse  in  its  anguish  my  heart, 
And,  absorbed  in  myself,  make  a  world  of  my  own. 

From  the  commerce  of  life  held  apart. 


to 


II.    REASON. 

With  what  manner  of  voice  shall  my  reason  address 
The  sad  heart  that  is  dead  in  its  woe  1 

There  is  scarcely  a  pang  that  is  sensil)ly  less, 
For  all  that  the  sages  may  know. 

But  the  facts  of  your  life  are  exacting  and  bold, 
And  they  clamor,  like  hunger  for  bread  ; 

And  the  claims  of  the  living  will  scarcely  be  told 
To  desist,  while  you  mourn  for  your  dead. 

All  the  duties,  like  armies,  that  crowd  at  your  door, 
At  sight  of  the  crape  will  depart, — 
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They  will  wait  till  the  coffin  has  passed  on  before, 
Then  return  with  a  knock  at  your  heart. 

Though  to  you  it  may  seem  that  your  wound  is 
alone, 

Such  a  blow  as  was  never  before  • 
Yet  the  sorrows  of  others  are  deep  as  your  own, 

And  as  lasting  the  loss  they  deplore. 

You  may  bury  your  life  in  an  idle  regret, 

For  a  day,  with  its  joy,  that  is  fled, 
And  the  happiness  left,  you  may  strive  to  forget. 

As  a  tribute  of  love  to  the  dead. 


; 


But  your  sentiment  fails  in  the  reach  of  its  aim ; 

'Tis  a  moan  in  the  ear  of  the  sea ; 
They  in  silence  and  darkness  relinquish  their  claim, 

In  the  joy  to  be  evermore  free. 

All  around  you  are  hearts  that  would  live  on  your 
care. 

And  delight  in  your  presence  when  near ; 
Will  you  famish  your  soul  in  vain  offerings  there, 
.     And  be  cold  to  the  love  that  is  here  ? 
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Nay,  the  woes   of  our  life   are  like   clouds,  to  rise 
through, 

And  beyond  them,  undimmed  is  the  sun  ; 
Every  sorrow  defines  a  new  labour  to  do. 

New  prizes  that  else  were  not  won. 

As  a  test  of  our  virtues  calamities  fall, 
And  we  rise  in  the  passing  them  o'er ; 

And  when  death  flings  a  shadow  it  utters  a  call, 
To  be  nobler  than  ever  before. 

While  but  little  is  known  of  the  world  yet  unseen, 
Let  us  live  for  the  things  that  we  see  ; 

And  while  darkness  unlimited  stretches  between. 
Let  us  hope  for  whate'er  is  to  be. 


III.    FAITH.  ■^' 

With  a  soaring  pretence,  the  proud  reason  of  man 

Is  confined  in  its  uttermost  Rmht  ; 
In  a  world  of  its  own  but  a  limited  plan 

Is  exposed  in  the  field  of  its  light. 
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Where  the  grasp  of  our  thought  is  most  sure  of  its 
claim, 

Every  work  it  has  ever  begun 
Has  depended  on  faith  to  accomplish  its  aim, 

And  of  faith  was  the  issue  when  done. 


And  the  weak  and  obscure  have  been  great  in  the 
earth. 

When  it  shone  on  the  path  where  they  ran  ; 
For  the  measure  of  faith  is  the  measure  of  worth, 

And  the  child  may  be  greater  than  man  ! 

Where  so  little  at  most  is  revealed  to  our  sense, 

It  is  vain  to  proclaim  that  we  know ; 
Only  faith  is  assured, — and  proceeding  from  thence, 

Our  light  will  increase  as  we  go. 

And  while  upward  we  bend,  it  illumines  our  path, 

With  a  trust  that  the  heavenly  is. 
For  the  man  who  believeth  the  witness  he  hath 

In  assurance  as  strong  as  of  this. 

And  it  comes  to  a  spirit  when  bended  in  pain  ; 

Like  the  dawn  of  an  opening  light. 
It  reveals  a  new  path,  and  increasingly  plain. 

Out  of  faith  it  expands  on  the  sight ! 


' 
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And  we  rise  to  a  purpose  of  goodness  below, 

With  the  hope  of  reunion  above  ; 
But  rejoice  in  the  substance  of  hope  as  we  go, 

For  by  faith  we  have  union  in  love. 

And  the  tribute  that  most  is  approved  by  the  dead, 

Is  devotion  to  those  w^ho  are  here ; 
And  the  sorrow  that  weeps  for  the  good  that  is  fled, 

Needs  not  brood  to  be  proven  sincere. 

When  the  Lord  to  the  home  once  in  Bethany  came. 

In  compassion,  where  Lazarus  slept, 
He  with  fathomless  tenderness  mentioned  the  name, 

And  stooped  to  the  sisters  and  wept. 

Thus  forever  He  hallowed  the  name  of  our  crrief, 
To  the  mourners  their  l)rother  restored ; 

And  taught  the  sad  world  that  its  anguish  i«  brief, — 
In  the  cup  a  new  rapture  is  poured ! 


'iWi' 
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FAITH,   HOPE   AND   CHAIUTY 

"And  now  abideth  faith,  hope,  charity,  these  three;  but  the  greatest 
of  thcso  li  charity."—!  Cor.  13  :  13. 

An  eye  that  drinks  of  light  the  wandering  beam, 
Faith's  vision  sweeps  o'er  life's  unmeasured  way ; 

It  clothes  with  truth  the  child's  transcendent  dream, 
And  enters  night's  abode  transformed  to  day. 

Hope  shines  on  rainbow  heights.     On  water  falls 
The  sun,  and  paints  its  image  in  the  sky ; 

So  Hope,  with  image  bright,  forever  caiis 

Our  hearts  to  cleave  to  better  things  on  high  ! 

And  Faith  and  Hope  in  fellowship  divine, 
Unite  to  lead  our  steps  with  guardian  care, 

(J  ntil  at  last,  redeemed  from  self,  we  shine 
Fach  near  the  throne,  in  kingly  robes,  an  heir ! 
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But  precious  Charity — anointed  Love  ! 

The  sum  of  all  tlie  Deity  !  H  is  being  ! — 
Transcends  tiunu  all  !    'Twill  reign  o'er  them  above  ! 

For  this  is  heaven  !    Its  rapture  knowing,  seeing  ! 

My  wish  for  thee,  my  honoured,  trusted  friend, 
Is  that  this  trio  may  enrich  thy  heart, 

As  jewels  nol)ly  set,  together  blend. 

And  keep  thee  pure  and  guileless  as  thou  art. 

May  Faith  with  light  thy  every  prospect  cheer ; 

Hope  make  thy  future  gladder  than  thy  past ; 
May  Lovcj's  best  gifts  ))e  stnnvn  around  tliee  here. 

And  Love  receive  thee  to  herself  at  last ! 


LIGHT   IS  SOV'N.   / 

"•Liy:ht  is  sown  for  tho  righteous,  and  gladness  for  the  upright  in 
heart."— Psahu  97  :  11. 

The  Ivjht  is  sown.     And  yet  life's  flowing  stream, 
Through  night  and   siiadow  bears   most  trusting 
hearts ; 

All  real  things  unlike  the  promised  s(;em  ; 

As  knowledge  grows,  earth's  dream  of  l)liss  departs. 
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And  is  the  Lord  unmindful  of  our  pain  1 

His  words  of  promise  nouglit  but  empty  sound  ? 

Are  faith,  and  liope,  and  patience  all  in  vain  ? 
Or  will  our  pangs  in  fruitage  yet  abound  1 

The  light  is  soim.     For  weary  months  the  harvest 
waits, 

And  frost  and  night  join  sunny  days  to  bring 
The  golden  sheaves.     At  yonder  radiant  gates 

So  we  shall  reap.     In  "  gladness  "  then  we'll  sing  ! 


STKENGTH   AND   TRUST. 

In  twining  love  th(i  ivy  threw 
Around  the  oak  her  gentle  arms ; 

By  him  upheld  she  l>eauteous  grew, 

And  mantled  o'er  his  trunk  her  charms. 


And  from  her  heart,  as  closer  she  clung, 
Sweet  tendrils  fondly  reached  his  own ; 

With  all  her  weight  she  on  him  hung 
Till  oak  and  ivy  seemed  as  one  ! 
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Then  high  he  held  aloft  his  head, 
To  bear  her  form  was  proud  to  live  ; 

And  for  his  strength  she  brought  instead 
The  grace  and  beauty  she  could  give. 


So  life  a  happy  emblem  finds 

Of  wedded  gentleness  and  might ; 

The  blended  gifts  of  varied  minds 
In  common  aims  may  both  delight. 

Then  learn  to  lean,  by  trusting  live. 

When  chastened  rise,  your  burdens  flee ; 

In  loving  sweetness  aim  to  give 

More  gfifts  than  earth  returns  to  thee. 


But  mind  the  human  arm  is  dust, 
And  for  the  darker  days  that  come. 

In  our  great  God  and  Father  trust. 
And  look  to  an  eternal  home. 
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If  I  were  an  album  I'd  always  find  place 

To  treasure  a  thought  from  each  liberal  donor ; 

And  then  I  would  cover  with  smiles  the  dear  face, 
By  cheering  the  heart  of  my  verse-loving  owner. 

And  if  I  were  a  pen  many  books  I  would  write 
For  the  people  who  read;  and  to  friends  loving 
letters ; 

And  great  sums  of  money  in  bills  due  at  sight, 
To  be  paid  all  to  me  by  my  numerous  debtors. 

But  as  I  am  neither  I'm  courted  by  both, 

To  sprinkle  my  thoughts  like  the  flowers  in  spring  ; 

And  so  I  stand  ready  to  give,  nothing  loth, 
My  tribute  to  each  who  her  album  will  bring. 


I  wish,  my  dear  friend,  I  to  you  could  give  better 

Than  anything  now  I  can  write  for  you  here ; 
But  my  thoughts  they  wont  flow,  nor  a  word,  nor  a 
letter. 
Save  the  wish  that  your  life  may  be  free  from  a 
tear. 


';i|, 


A  SONG  OF  AGE, 


ii 


Note.— It  is  a  very  solemn  reflection  that  when  a  boy  of 
eighteen  the  author  should  have  written  the  following  wailing 
lines.  Under  what  growing  burdens  of  ripened  wordly  experi- 
ence his  patriarchal  heart  must  have  been  crushed,  to  be  sure ! 

Perhaps  the  most  of  similar  poetry  is  written  by  boys.  The 
fact  furnishes  an  interesting  study  in  psychology  which  "awaits 
the  developing  hand  of  genius." 
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Tell  me  where  are  the  faces  all  beaming  with  joy, 

That  were  smiling  with  rapture  and  glee, 
And  that  gathered  around  me  when  I  was  a  boy. 

For  a  share  of  their  pleasures  with  me  i 
Alas  !  in  their  barques  on  the  ocean  of  life, 

Sorely  tossed  by  the  tempest  are  they. 
And  in  fancy  I  see  them  borne  down  in  the  strife, 

Drifting  away  !  drifting  away  ! 


Tell  me  where  are  the  dreams  of  my  youthful  delight, 

Thfctt  were  glowing  with  honour  and  fame ; 
For  a  moment  they  gleamed  on  my  dazzled  sight. 

Then  they  passed  like  a  meteor's  flame. 
All  their  light  has  been  quenched  by  the  lessons  of 
time, 

And  though  pleasing  yet  brief  was  their  stay ; 
Their  last  traces  are  fading  from  memory's  clime. 

Drifting  away  !  drifting  away  ! 
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Tell  me  where  are  the  friendships  of  days  gone  by, 

With  their  promise  of  pleasure  to  me, 
Which   with    rapture   appeared,    and   how    little 
dreamed  I 

From  my  grasp  that  they  ever  would  flee. 
But  alas !  they  have  gone,  and  are  withered  from 
sight, 

To  their  doubt  or  to  scandal  a  prey. 
And  I  feel  from  my  heart  is  their  genial  light 

Drifting  away  !  drifting  away  ! 

Thus  as  long  as  we  traverse  the  highway  of  life, 

We  are  burdened  by  sorrow  and  care  ; 
But  there  opens  a  land  where  no  troubles  arc  rife. 

And  no  pain  to  the  wanderers  there  ! 
And  when  once  we  shall  gain  that  enchanting  abode, 

All  its  bliss  will  our  waiting  repay ; 
And  when  backward  we  gaze  we  may  see  our  lost  load 

Drifting  away  !  drifting  away  ! 


THE  DISAPPOINTED  KNIGHT;  OR,  AT 
CROSS  PURPOSES. 


if 


is 
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THE  DISAPPOINTED  KNIGHT; 
OR.  AT  CROSS  PURPOSES. 


I  In  a  quiet  old  hamlet  on  Erie's  fair  shore, 

Where  the  dwellings  of  men  were  not  more;  than  a 

score, 
Dwelt  a  man  who  to  age  and  a  pastoral  air, 
Joined  a  knowledge  of  science,  acquired  with  care. 
By  the  study  of  nature  in  many  a  land, 
Where  he  read  of  God's  ways  in  the  works  of  his  hand. 
Now  his  special  delight  was  the  study  of  earth ; 
He  had  traced  the  great  mountains,  like  children, 

from  birth. 
And  the  way  through  their  courses  the  rivers  were 

brought, 
Was  a  question  that  often  had  burdened  his  thought. 
Such  a  hobby  with  him  was  this  ology  Ge^ 
That  no  man  ever  born  was  more  happy  than  he. 
When  detaining  a  stranger,  acquaintance,  or  friend. 
Through  the  wearisome  hours  his  discourse  to  attend. 
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None  e'er  came  to  his  house  but  the  earth  was  his 

theme, 
They  through  every  formation  must  journey  with  him ; 
And  must  follow  each  river  right  up  to  its  source ; 
And  tlu;  chains  of  vast  mountains  examine  in  course  : 
Hut  the  "  Drift  "  and  the  glaciers  his  soul  would  elate, 
And  his  zeal  in  discussing  would  never  abate ; 
And  whatever  his  guest  might  be  thinking  about, 
When  lie  opened  his  mouth  some  old  "  fossil  "  came 

out. 


He  rejoiced  with  the  learned  and  wise  to  converse ; 
But  was  willing  the  facts  of  his  theme  to  rehearse 
To  the  ignorant  crowd,  if  not  stupid  or  coarse ; 
And  he  asked  not  the  dignified  bearing  of  years ; 
Nor  the  fluent  in  speech ;  but  an  owner  of  ears. 
For  he  never  awaited  the  briefest  reply — 
None  indeed  but  the  boldest  would  venture  a  "why^" 


Now  the  study  of  science,  and  pastoral  cares. 
With  the  preaching  of  doctrine,  had  whitened  his 

hairs ; 
And  yet  other  reminders  of  age  were  at  hand, 
As  his  family  circle, — a  numerous  band, — 
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There  were  sons — well-grown  men — and  I  gladly 

relate, 
There  were  several  daughtc^rs,  in  lunnarried  state ; 
On  their  future  his  thoughts,  tru(^  to  nature,  would 

nui, 
With  a  growing  desire  that  some  promising  son 
Of  a  man  with  endowments  of  wealth  and  a  name. 
Would  in  due  course  of  courtship  establish  a  claim 
To  the  hand  of  each  daughter  by  winning  her  heart ; 
And  then  offer  himself  as  a  fractional  part, 
Of  the  prize  to  be  won  in  becoming  his  wife; 
And  uniting  their  freights  for  the  voyag(?  of  life. 


There  was  one  of  the  daughters  who  won  at  the 
college 
A  parchment  declaring  her  fulness  of  knowledge ; 
And  more  to  develop  her  womanly  graces, 
Had  travelled  afar  in  a  number  of  places: 
And  many  fond  suitors,  deep  smitten,  in  pain, 
She  had  sent  from  her  presence  to  come  not  again. 
And  of  all  the  large  number  who  came  in  her  way 
Only  one  had  escaped  the  chagrin  of  a  "  nay." 
No  one  knew  in  what  temper  his  suit  was  begun ; 
Some  supposed  in  deep  earnest,  and  others  in  fun ; 
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Nor  could  any  divine  why  hor  favours  were  laid, 
Upon  him  of  thorn  all  who  addresses  had  paid; 
But  'tis  rash  in  such  matters  for  reasons  to  press, 
Just  the  cause  in  this  case  he  himself  could  not  guess; 
And  as  she  did  not  know,  why  all  others  much  less! 
It  was  not  on  account  of  his  station  or  learning. 
For  his  gifts  were  by  nature  in  no  sense  discerning ; 
He  was  neither  a  scholar,  nor  lover  of  letters ; 
But  he  treated  the  learned  as  men  do  their  betters ; 
The  claims  of  proud  science,  so  dear  to  her  pater. 
He  ever  had  thought  an  inditterent  matter ; 
All  the  strata  of  rocks,  and  the  courses  of  streams, 
With  the  "Drift,"  and  the  fossils,  and  similar  themes. 
Were  to  him  as  well  known  as  to  birds  in  the  air; 
And  for  what  he  knew  naught  he  as  little  did  care ; 
But  to  worldly  pursuits  had  devoted  his  heart, 
Nor  had  wasted  his  time  on  the  follies  of  art ; 
And  the  gaining  of  lucre,  and  seeking  of  pleasure, 
Had  engaged  all  his  strength,  and  had  lilled  up  his 

measure. 
His  daily  vocation  ne'er  madi^  him  aspire, 
('Twas  th(i  k(H'ping  of  horses  and  buggies  for  hire) ; 
Yet  'tis  true  in  his  favour  good  words  might  be  said 
To  account  for  her  taste,  to  his  honour  if  dead ; 


TTIK    DISAPPOINTED    KNir.IIT.  t  \) 

A  profane  word  nor  vulgar  he'd  spoak,  nor  e'on  think, 
Nor  was  one  of  his  brothers  e'er  given  to  drink  ; 
He  was  honest  in  business,  nor  did  a  mean  thing, 
And  so  open  a  hand  should  belong  to  a  king. 

Now  wlien  careless  atf<'ntion  had  grown  to  desire, 
And  the  faint  flame  of  longing  to  passionate  tire  ; 
When  by  smiling  returns  for  his  gallantest  care. 
He  was  taught  to  believer  that  his  chances  were  fair; 
He,  in  order  the  better  to  further  his  suit. 
On  his  head  put  a  hat,  on  each  foot  put  a  boot. 
And  arrayed  in  high  styh^  from  his  beaver  to  brogan, 
As  an  amorous  prince,  the  remarkable  Trojan — 
He  who  carried  oti'  Helen  in  tlie  toils  of  his  passion, 
And  so  ruined  old  Troy  in  a  terrible  fasliion ; 
To  the  hamlet  l\e  hasted  on  Erie's  fair  shore — 
(See  this  poenTs  first  lines,  if  of  this  you'd  know  more), 
To  the  liome  of  the  mar.  v  itli  th<«  stratified  head, 
And   whose   hobl)y  was  science   more   relished    than 
bread. 

Now  as  fortune  would  have  it,  hi*  came  on  a  dav 
When  the  godd(^ss  of  luck,  it  would  seem,  was  away  ; 
As  in  bed  lay  the  liousewife,  with  sulks  or  with  sick- 
ness. 
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(In  a  temper  unruled  lay  lu;r  prominent  weakness) — 
And  the  dutiful  daughters  in  kitchen  were  washinu", 
Full  of  gush,  hut  a  work  not  with  sentiment  gushing  ; 
And  a  daughter  long  married — a  motherly  person — 
Much  smitten  with   i^riefs  that  she  erew  none  the 

worse  on, 
Who  a  guest  of  her  father  was  busy  with  sewing 
On  a  Singer's  imj)roved,  and  liefore  nothing  knowing 
Of  relations  her  sister  when  absent  had  made — 
Upon  her  had  the  burdens  of  hostess  been  laid  : 
At  the  door  to  receive,  and  to  welcome  each  guest. 
To  present  him  a  chair,  and  then  set  him  at  rest, 
And  to  summon  her  father,  and  should  he  delay. 
To  converse  with  the  visitor  ;  this  was  tlu^  w^ay 
Her  duties  were  done  on  the  notable  day, 
W  hen  our  hero  arrived,  and  intended  to  stay. 

With  a  word  of  kind  welcome,  and  smile  of  delight, 
He  was  UK^t  on  the  threshold  appearing  in  sight, 
Then  she  ushered  him  in,  and  prescMitiiig  a  chair, 
Sent  a  loud,  ringing  call  to  tlu;  head  of  the  stair ; 
^riien  with  interest  turned  to  a  speedy  survey 
Of  the  latest  arrival  now  thrown  in  her  way. 
All  her  womanly  instincts  awoke  to  incjuire 
If  his  favour  and  friendship  were  auglit  to  desire ; 
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But  thc!  reader  already  has  learned  of  liis  past, 
How  imperfect  his  training,  liis  habits  liow  fast ; 
And  can  fancy  how  great  her  surprise  and  disdain, 
As  his  many  short-comings  grew  more  and  mon^  plain: 
All  his  movements  were  awkward,  his  words  out  of 

joint, 
And  he  failed  to  perceive  in  her  wit  the  keen  point. 
80  with  all,  when  their  hest  they  most  wish  to  appear, 
They  are  stunnt^d,  or  abashed,  or  confounded  by  fear ; 
And  the  beautiful  words  om^  intended  to  say 
All  have  flown,  and  he  stands  in  the  blankest  dismay  : 
So  it  came  that  this  guest  appeared  worse  than  his 

With  a  demon  of  dumbness  was  stupidly     urst ; 
And  his  person  not  comely,  his  feet  nor  h    ids  small  ; 
fUit  this  all  was  a  triHe,  if  this  had  been  ai'. 
His  inijuisitor  marked  the  red  nose  on  his  lice, 
Wliich  observers  declare  is  a  standing  disgn  cc, 
For  it  comes  from  the  bottle  with  malice  the  ^  te'll ; 
Though  the  persons  who  say  it  must  know  v»  ry  well, 
That  a  neck  vf^ry  long,  and  a  mouth  very  sma  1, 
To  each  bottle  belongs,  but  a  nos<^  not  at  all  I 
Tiie  wide-spreading  perfume  of  th(^  nicotint^  w(  id, 
Was  another  objection  her  senses  would  heed. 
F 
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O'cTwhelmed   with    the   truth,    and    her   eyes   wide 

dilating, 
Her  voluble  tongue  gave  the  lover  his  rating : 
She  asked  him  for  knowledge  concerning  the  market, 
Where  tobacco,  so  vile  that  a  dog  would  e'en  bark  at, 
Had  be(^ii  sold  so  dirt  cheap  to  atlbrd  him  enough  of 
For  his  chewing  and   smoking,  and   some   to   make 

snuff  of ; 
Then  she  charged    down   upon  him   with   obstinate 

pressure 
Concerning  his  manner  of  spending  his  leisure  : 
Than  the  weed  she  was  sure  that  a  stiuuilant  stronger 
Must  have  left  on  his  visag(;  by  us(i  so  much  longer. 
Its  nanu^  written  out,  with  "  his  mark  "  and  a  witness, 
Which  fact  she  would  tak(!  as  a  mark  of  unfitness, 
Jn  his  habits  and  tastes  for  all  plcasui'cs  unsinful. 
Which  one  never  can  reach  who  is  often  with  gin  full. 

What  more  would  have  followed  no  novel  can  tell, 
Sinct;  the  tongue  of  a  woman  pumps  depths  like  a  well; 
But  kind  mercy  was  timder  :  the  father  came  down. 
And  his  features  wei'e  beaming,  retreating  a  frown  ; 
And  th(^  glad  look  of  joy  that  a  hunter  once  saw  on 
The  face  of  a  lion,  when  placing  a  paw  on 
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The  throat  of  a  lamb,  he  intending  to  eat  him, 
Was  aglow  in  his  eye  as  the  guest  rose  to  meet  him. 

Then  with  glasses  adjusted,  and  hands  on  his  knees, 
In  a  heavy  armed  chair,  and  disposed  at  his  case, 
Took  a  sort  of  review,  or  a  mental  survey, 
Of  his  cowering  guest,  in  a  leisurely  way  ; 
And  quickly  confounded  the  creature  before  him, 
By  pouring  with  rapture  geology  o'er  him  ! 

With  th(^  older  formations  his  lecture  l)egan, 
As  a  current  in  stream  in  this  channel  he  ran, 
Which  from  often  repeating  familiar  became. 
To  each  liearer  quiet  new,  to  himself  e'er  the  same  ; 
I  may  say  as  I  pasp<,  this  grav(5  couplet  will  do, 
To  apply  to  some  sermons,  and  wit  impromptu. 


First  he  spoke  of  the  age  wrapped  in  silence  and 
gloom. 
When  the  earth  in  its  darkness  resem])led  a  tomb, 
Ere  the  tirst  trace  of  life  on  the  waste  had  appeared, 
Krt^  tlie  timidest  creature  a  stronger  had  frared, 
Ere  the  promise  of  man,  or  a  plant,  or  a  bt^ast, 
From  thS^great  womb  of  nature  had  yet  been  released, 
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Whon  the  moasurciless  voids  lay  in  silent  repose, 
Or  tli(^  el(;inents  fought,  ore  the  mountains  arose ! 

As  h(}  wished  not  to  seem  altogether  unwise, 
Here  the  guest  interjected  a  hurst  of  surprise, 
In  the  ahsence  of  men  would  both  travel  and  trade 
Soon  be  dead  in  extrcnnc; :  'twas  the  people  who  made 
In  all  business  a  boom  ;  but  the  des'il  take  the  bother, 
Twas  as  fair  for  the  o*ne,  in  such  times,  as  the  other. 


This  a  prompt  application  to  business  indeed. 
And  th(;  teacluir  of  science  could  scarcely  proceed. 
He  but  little  demanded  in  way  of  applause. 
But  he  quickly  gr(;w  huffy  if  forced  to  a  pause. 
In  a  moment  recalling  tlie  rights  of  a  guest, 
The  low  ripples  that  promised  a  storm  w(;re  repressed  ; 
Ai'l  iie  dashed  with  a  zeal  ({uite  surprising  to  see, 
Tlirough  the  ag(^  of  the  mollusks,  and  asterida:, 
Wlu'n  the  plants  of  tlu^  earth  w(;re  the  weeds  of  th(5 


sea  ; 


When  in  vaster  proportions  tlu^  oyster  and  clam, 
With  their  kind,  tilled  the  d(!ep  when;  together  they 
swam. 

Now  I  leave  it  to  you,  on  your  answer  insist, 
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Could  a  man  of  the  world  such  a  picture  resist  1 
Here  the  guest,  with  delight,  interrupted  again, 
And  declared  what  the  glow  of  his  pleasure  had  been, 
To  have  taken  the  oysters  and  luxuries  then. 
For  though  careless  of  clothing,  from  head  to  tlie  feet, 
He  could  always  be  ready  for  something  to  eat. 
And  he  told  a  short  tale  of  Egyptian  renown, 
How  they  placed  near  the  table,  instead  of  a  clown, 
Of  a  man  th<'  rudi^  skeleton  bare  to  the  l>one. 
To  suL'iTcst  to  the  fcasters  to  haste  and  be  done  ; 
For  each  man  was  to  take  the  sad  truth  to  his  thought, 
To  a  skeleton  soon  he  himself  must  be  brought. 
But  a  wag,  fond  of  eating  and  drinking,  one  day. 
When  the  nvst  of  the  guests  from  the  tables  away 
Had  removed,  in  his  place  would  comp]ac(Mitly  stay. 
As  it  ch.'iuced  that  the  skeleton  stood  near  his  chair, 
And  in  warning  unspoken  it  seemed  to  declare, 
"You  will  soon  l)e  like  me-,"  as  he  shifted  his  s(»at, 
"Yes,  indeed,"  said  the  wag,  "from   the  head  to  tlie 

fe(.'t, 
A  nuTe  skeleton  soon  lie  must  l»e  who  don't  €«fc."^ 


O  the  woe  of  that  hour  !  Talk  te^HipPT^  of 
Tell  the  artfully  pious  a  story  that  s  -unnv- ; 
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To  the  learned  enthusiast  business  proclaim  : 
The  effect  in  each  case  will  astound  you  the  same. 

Of  his  errand  the  guest  was  now  full  to  the  brim, 
And  the  host  no  less  gravely  was  thinking  of  him, 
And  was  questioning  much  what  his  thoughts  wore 

about, 
And  inclined  not  a  little  to  tumble  him  out ; 
But  once  more  with  a  generous  thought  for  the  weak, 
Deemed  it  best  to  continue  on  science  to  speak  ; 
So  h(;  passed  at  a  stride  through  the  Devonshire 

fisli. 
Lest  again  he  should  quicken  some  sluml)ering  wish 
To  regahi  on  th(^  l)rachiopods  from  the  shell, 
Or  t]i<;  raniceps,  named  by  tlui  famous  Lyell  : 
For  a  time  he  indulged  his  expansioi   of  soul, 
'Mid  the  growths  of  the  ages  that  garnered  the  coal ; 
And  witli  iovna  and  with  (^xogetis  shaded  his  eyes. 
And  with  Lepidodendrons  created  surprise  ; 
And  like  ships  under  sail  when  abroad  on  th(?  sea 
To  a  port  in  t\u'  distances  he  hasted  to  flee ; 
When  he  came  to  the  "  Drift"  at  his  climax  he  stood. 
And  he  spurned  with  contempt  that  it  came  from  the 

flood  ; 
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But  the  glaciers  for  ages  had  gathered  the  land, 
By  importing  their  pebbles,  and  boulders,  and  sand. 
He  explained  that  for  several  million  of  years  ; 
From  procession  of  equinoxes  appears 
That  in  cyclical  changes  ten  thousand  or  more 
Of  the  winters  wen;  long,  and  sev(Te,  while  before 
Them  and  after  as  many  much  milder  had  passed, 
So  the  glaciers  had  formed,  and  had  melted  at  last, 
And  the  "Drift,"  had  been  left  in  the  path  where  they 

fled. 
Here  the  hearer  at  last  got  a  point  in  his  head, 
And  with  wisdom  surprising  of  drifts  in  the  snow 
In  a  winter  severe  spok(^  as  one  who  might  know  ; 
And  of  loss  he  sustained  when  his  "rigs,"  were 

delayed. 
Ere  the  roads  through  the  drifts  lit  for  traffic  were 


m 


ade. 


With  a  shudder  and  struggle  to  cover  his  pain. 
The  much  learned  old  man,  all  his  forces  again. 
Quickly  rallied,  and  spoke;  of  tlie  courses  of  streams, 
A  subject  absorbing  him  even  in  dreams  : 
To  illustrate  a  point  which  he  had  in  his  eye. 
He  referred  to  a  stream  that  was  flowing  near  by  ; 
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*'  In    its  banks "  said  tlic  man,    "  you  may  trace    a 

-     formation 
"Very  clearly  defined  in  tlu^   'dip'  at  the  station." 

Now  tlui  lover  at  last  felt  at  home,  and  at  ease. 
On   th(i   "dip"  he  was  sure  he  eonld  say  what  would 

j)lease, 
Th()UL,di  the  term  sounded  new,  without  douht  'twas 

th<'  same, 
Asa  "juh'})"  or  "cocktail,"  for  what's  in  a  nanu' "? 
So  a  teacher  of  morals  he  ])romptly  heeame. 
And    his     hlunders    soon    covered     his    hearer    with 

shame. 
"  Why  tlie  dip  at  du'  station  I  tried  hut    this   morn- 

in«'  " 
He  declared,  "and  my  voice  1  would  lift  in  a  warning, 
"  F'or  the  best  of  their  li(jUors  want  merit  of  age  ; 
"Sinc(^the  drifts  of  last  winter  each  drop  Til  eni(a<^e, 
"Was  jiroduced  hy  a  compound  of  wat<'r  and  j)oison  ; 
"  Ah!  the  praises  of  parsons  encourages  the  hoys  on." 


I 


But  t\w  host  disconcerted  now  once  in  his  life, 
Since  the  dav  when  he  learned    the  ill-u:race  of  liis 
wife ; 
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Stood  ainazod  ;  and  lie  steadfastly  look(^d  at  the  man; 
Now  imagine'  that  look  !     Ayo,  imagine  who  can  ! 
Sucli  a  look  would  Iiavo  riven  a  rock  ))y  its  power, 
►Such  a  look  must  liave  ].j-oken  th(!  l)ack  of  a  tower! 
What  Napoh'on  h)()ked  wJicn  he  lost  WateHoo, 
And  what  Jofrerson  J)avis  wlien  southward  he  ih'w, 
Fs  as  nothing  to  egotist  lu'ld  in  disdain  ; 
And  he  l,urst  like  the  thunder  in  lightm-iigand  rain, 
In  a  mood  to  denounce  tJie  hase  hal.its  and  thouglit,' 
Of  the  man  wlio  so  litth'  ai)i)eared  as  lie  ought  ;  "^ 
He  n.proaehed   him  as  gourmand  and  druid<ard    and 
knave, 

To  his  haser  i)ropensities  wholly  a  slav<'  : 
lUit  in  this  he  was  taking  Uie  guest  at  his  own, 
And  who  now  in  his  turn  the  discours<'  led  alone. 
Me  a  tempest  of  energy  wisely  sui)pressed, 
And  a  weakness  foi-  drink  he  n.ost  frankly  confessed, 
But  he  claimed  that  he  held  it  in  steady  control, 
'I^hat  he  never  allowed  it  to  master  him  whole, 
Like  a  man  he  once  knew  with  a  shining  hald  head. 
As  he  slapped  at  the  flies  who  facetiously  said, 
Tliough  a  desert  indeed  there  was  this  much  aliout  it 
That  its  owner  attached,  for  he  couldn't  live  with- 
out  it. 
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'Twas  not  thus  with  his  use  of  the  creature  he  named, 
For  without  it  he  lived,  and  was  not  to  be  blamed, 
For  indulging  a  pleasure  at  times  with  his  friends, 
Which  effected  with  ease  quite  a  number  of  ends  ! 
And  when  well  under  way,  and  as  having  the  floor. 
He  beheld  as  she  passed  through  an  opening  door. 
The  one  object  that  filled  him  with  glowing  delight. 
And  the  cause  of  his  present  ridiculous  plight. 
With  a  sign  understood  made  with  fingers  and  thumb. 
She  urged  that  he  quickly  to  business  would  come  : 
So  he  chose  the  best  words  that  his  skill  could  com- 
mand. 
And  he  promptly  proceeded  to  offer  his  hand, 
With  the  courage  of  hope  told  his  passion  and  aim. 
With  what  noble  intent  on  his  errand  he  came. 


i 

V- 

i' 


But  the  love  of  himself  in  the  father  abused. 
By  the  style  of  address  the  young  lover  had  used 
In  allusion  to  science,  he  struck  the  account. 
And  the  wooer  repaid  both  in  style  and  amount. 
"  Yes,  the  offer  of  love  is  too  rare  to  despise, 
"  It  emotion  creates  which  is  hard  to  disguise ; 
"  But  at  times  in  a  hand  of  such  rudeness  'tis  brought 
"  That  a  sensitive  nature  will  catch  at  the  thought, 
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"  If  a  man  to  a  maid  all  his  love  could  impart, 

"  But  withhold   his  mean   self  while   bestowing  his 

heart, 
"  Then  the  pain  of  rejection  would  often  be  spared, 
"  When  tobacco  and  drink  in  the  toils  are  ensnared.' 


rht, 


This  address  closed  the  gate,  nor  left  chance  of 
appeal. 
Howsoever  unjust  the  rejected  might  feel 
The  retort :  so  the  tempest  that  long  was  repressed, 
Would  no  longer  respect  and  obey  his  behest ; 
And  he  rose  like  a  cloud  on  the  darkening  sky. 
And  the  gleam  of  his  passion  illumined  his  eye. 
And  liis  words  like  the  tramp  of  l)attalions  of  men. 
Unrestrained  in  their  flow  dashed  again  and  again 
In  a  vehement  charge,  till  exhausted  at  last. 
Like  the  roar  of  the  thunder  when  tempest  has  passed ; 
Then  was  sharp  and  sarcastic  and  calm  in  liis  tone. 
And  his  words  were  like  goads  that  will  pierce  to  the 

bone. 
He  had  noted  his  horror  of  stories  before 
So  he  tried  on  his  hearer  a  story  once  more. 
In  a  certain  old  town  was  a  church  where  the  chimes 
For  some  hundreds  of  years  had  been  rung  at  set  times. 


T^ 


1  ' 
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On  some  bells  that  at  last  were  a  noisy  protest, 
Against  music  and  peace,  against  silence  and  rest. 
At  noon  on  the  Sabbath  in  churches  near  by, 
When  the  people  on  preacher  were  bending  their  eye^ 
These  old  bells  would  l)reak  out  in  a  terrible  clatter. 
As  if  sometliing  alarming  was  surely  the  matter; 
And  at  five  eveiT  mornins:  their  noise  would  bemn. 
And  the  sleepy  profane  would  be  guilty  of  sin ; 
And  the  sick  and  the  nervous,  awoke  to  their  pain, 
In  a  manner  distressing  would  often  complain  : 
Who  complained  of  the  bells  would  be  told  of  their 


age, 


And  his  reverence  summoned  his  wrath  to  assuage  : 
Now  when  men,  as  when  bells,  out  of  time  interfere, 
As  in  lover's  pui"suit,  it  will  clearly  appear. 
That  no  age  will  excuse,  they  should  learn  with  a  will, 
If  respect  will  Ije  paid  their  old  tongues  must  be  still. 


^^ 


'^1 


As  he  spoke  witli  much  feeling  at  every  word. 
In  amazement  increasing,  his  auditor  heard  : 
And  it  ripened  at  last  to  unspeakable  awe. 
As  if  smitten  and  dumb  he  was  blind  when  he  saw, 
That  another  the  track  of  discourse  could  direct. 
And  himself  overwhelm,  nor  his  learning  respect. 
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But  the  lover  defeated,  and  brought  to  despair, 
From  before  his  tormentor  rushed  into  the  air, 
When  he  came  to  the  station  again  tried  the  "dip," 
And  he  promptly  embarked  on  the  first  homeward 
trip. 


still. 


It  was  sad  when  for  years  he  would  afterwards  tell. 
Of  the  strange  misadventure  his  plans  that  befel, 
When  in  deepest  enslavement,  but  once  in  his  life, 
He  had  vainly  endeavoured  to  capture  a  wife. 
How  for  weeks  he  had  lain  the  worn  victim  of  fever. 
And  how  near  he  had  drawn  to  the  unknown  forever, 
When   the  crisis  was  past — and  when  well  w^as  no 

better, 
For  the  lady  would  wed  but  her  pa  wouldn't  let  her  ! 
For  between  the  dear  object  that  flattered  his  heart, 
And  himself, — quite  enough  to  keep  loA^ers  apart, — 
The  great  mountains  w^ere  heaped  by  her  father  in 

glee. 
And  the  glaciers  that  formed  in  the  north  polar  sea, — 
All  the  length  of  the  ages  that  ever  had  been. 
All  the  breadth  of  the  seas  had  been  stretched  them 

between ; 
And  his  passion  was  flooded  with  rivers  and  streams, 


; 


■ 
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And  the  drift  and  the  gravel  had  choked  him  in 

dreams, — 
Like  a  man  who  once  fell  with  a  statue,  in  love, — 
'Twas  the  beautiful  Hebe  caressing  a  dove. 
Or  an  eagle,  (ah!  yes,  I  recall  'twas  the  latter,) 
Though  the  aim  of  his  heart  was  most  steadfastly  at 

her, 
Yet  he  died  as  he  lived,  all  unloved  and  alone, 
For  between  him  and  her  was  the  obdurate  stone, — 
So  the  rocks  in  the  path  of  our  hero  were  hurled. 
And  his  love  had  been  crushed  by  the  weight  of  a 

world. 
Though  well  known  in  the  books,  a  most  womanly 

form, 
Animalcula3  once,  not  the  perishing  worm. 
By  a  student  was  seen  in  a  powerful  glass, 
And  to  see  was  to  love  her,  so  came  it  to  pass. 
That,  as  parted  by  distance  no  measure  can  span, 
The  strong  mind  was  o'erthrown  of  this  passionate 

man ; 
But  with  calm  resignation  our  hero  deplored 
All  the  weight  of  his  loss,  and  was  fully  restored. 

For  what  purpose  is  written  this  wonderful  tale  1 
To  what  end  that  is  high  can  it  ever  avail  ? 
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But  now  tarry  a  moment,  my  questioning  friend  : 
There  are  readers  who  always  are  seeking  the  emd ; 
To  the  end  of  the  book  they  so  quickly  proceed, 
That  the  aim  of  the  author  they  miss  as  they  read  : 
Than  to  trace  as  they  go,  and  the  moral  attend. 
They  prefer  it  declared  in  plain  words  at  the  end. 


Why  then  know,  all  ye  peoples,   the  earth  may 

contain. 
With  the  elegant  rich  both  the  learned  and  plain. 
In  an  endless  variety  men  will  prevail. 
And  in  thoughts  and  in  words  one  another  assail ; 
In  their  manners  and  waj^s,  as  in  earthly  pursuits, 
They  will  differ  like  trees  sprung  from  different  roots  ; 
Of  the  church,  and  details  in  the  heavenly  way. 
Every  man  must  indulge  in  his  innocent  say. 
And  if  any  expect  all  the  world  to  their  mind 
Will  b«^  turned  by   debate,  or  be  forced,  they  are 

blind  ; 
By  their  prejudice  bound  will  the  multitude  run, 
And  the  many  will  finish  about  as  begun. 
And  while  equally  upright  and  honest  in  heart, 
There  are  some  who  from  others  must  dwell  wide 

apart : 
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RECREATIONS. 


Since  our  lives  are  so  crowded  with  duties  to  do, 
That  our  intimate  friendships  can  only  be  few, 
'Tis  as  well  they  be  chosen  for  likeness  of  mind. 
While  the  many  we  pass  may  consort  with  their  kind. 
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And  as  nothing  to  light  is  offensive  but  sin. 
That  alone  may  be  barred  'gainst  admission  within. 
But  if  heaven  be  wider  than  boundaries  here, 
And  the  great  heart  of  God,  in  His  promise  sincere. 
With  what  gentle  unfolding  his  sheltering  wing 
In  the  shade  of  its  safety  together  may  bring 
As  all  colours  of  men,  so  all  types  of  their  thought, 
All  unmindful  at  last  of  the  heaven  they  sought. 
By  constraining  a  world  to  accept  what  they  taught : 
While  divergence  of  creed  superseded  by  worth, 
Men  will  gladly  forget  their  strange  conflicts  on  earth ; 
And  the  wide  plans  of  heaven  can   settle  apart, 
Those  who  differ  in  all  but  in  pureness  of  heart ; 
But  the  strong  by  instructing  the  weak  and  the  small, 
May  make  the  bright  land  more  a  heaven  for  all ; 
So  at  last,  all  alike  gathered  safely  above. 
Will  be  filled  with  His  peace,  and  enfolded  in  love, 

THE  END. 
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I  love, 


